At three o'clock we lined up and brought
out the colours. The Rabfak candidates
ranged themselves on the right flank. Anton
came out of the stables driving Molcdets,
and the younger boys loaded the cart with the
baskets of the departing ones. The command
was given, the drums rolled, and the column
set out lor the station. Half an hour later
we emerged from the shifting sandy valley
of the Kolomak, and entered with relief upon
the tough, short grass of what had once been
a spacious highroad, traversed long ago by
Tatars and Dnieper Cossacks. The drummers
squared their shoulders, and the sticks in
their hands became lighter and more spirited,

"Dress the line! Heads up!" I commanded
sternly.

Karabanov turned without stopping or los-
ing step, displaying his unique talent of
conveying in a simple smile his pride, his
joy, his love, his confidence in his own pow-
ers, his own splendid future. Zadorov, who
was marching beside him, understood his
movement immediately, and hastened shyly,
as always, to conceal his emotion, merely
directing a swift, animated glance at the hori-
zon, and looking up at the banner. Suddenly
Karabanov broke out into shrill, buoyant
singing. The others, delighted, took up the
song. Immediately all within me was as
festive as a May Day parade. I seemed to feel
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